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while the candles trembled and the old clock
ticked like a miser counting his money.

What was the matter with the house? There
was more in this than the relations of Francis and
Jennifer, more than Jennifer's infidelity, more
than Francis' self-disgust. An air of apprehen-
sion was everywhere. She had detected it, even
in the faces of the two children.

When at last they got up to move into the
parlour, Judith thought of Watendlath with a
longing that was almost irresistible. She had
an impulse to run out into the dark cool garden.
She would be closer to the hills there and would
hear water running somewhere. She felt the
touch of her hand on Charlie Watson's strong
arm. Oh, there everything was so simple, so
happy!

In the hall she stopped for an instant to hear
whether there was any sound from Adam. No,
he would be sleeping quietly. She was com-
forted again.

In the parlour the three of them sat like images.
The outburst was soon coming, but until it did
they must be silent. Judith herself was affected by
the stillness that was so vocal. Seated with her
back to the window she had a sudden fancy that
Walter Herries was standing outside, watching
them, peering in. It was all that she could do
not to get up and see.

Then Jennifer rose, said that she was going to
bed, kissed- Judith and went out, her eyes half
closed, yawning a little, just as she had used to do.

' Well, Judith/ said Francis.